Dolly looked silly, and had one of those triangular faces
that so often prove attractive to a robust man. She was
very pretty. From her Margaret passed to Charles, whose
features prevailed opposite. She speculated on the forces
that had drawn the two together till God parted them. She
found time to hope that they would be happy.
'They have gone to Naples for their honeymoon.'
* Lucky people!'
CI can hardly imagine Charles in Italy.5
* Doesn't he care for travelling?'
'He likes travel, but he does see through foreigners so.
What he enjoys most is a motor tour in England, and I
think that would have carried the day if the weather had
not been so abominable. His father gave him a car of his
own for a wedding present, which for the present is being
stored at Howards End.9
CI suppose you have a garage there?9
*Yes. My husband built a little one only last month, to
the west of the house, not far from the wych-elm, in what
used to be the paddock for the pony.'
The last words had an indescribable ring about them.
'Where's the pony gone?9 asked Margaret after a pause.
"The pony? Oh, dead, ever so long ago.9
'The wych-elin, I remember. Helen spoke of it as a very
splendid tree/
e It is the finest wych-elm in Hertfordshire. Did your sister
tell you about the teeth?9
'No.'
'Oh, it juight interest you. There are pigs* teeth stuck
into the trunk, about four feet from the ground The
country people put them in long ago, and they think that
if they chew a piece of the bark, it will cure the toothache.
The teeth are almost grown over now, and no one comes
to the tree.'
*I should. I love folklore and all festering superstitions.5
*Do you think that the tree really did cure toothache, if
one believed in it?*
* Of course it did. It would cure anything - once/
'Certainly I remember cases - you see I lived at Howards
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